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СИТА 


ONLY TEN MINUTES — AND 
1 NEED A SHAVE!- MY PANTS 
ARE A FRIGHT, BUT | GUESS 
(LL HANE TO LET THEM Go! 
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` PROBLEM... 


Can a device be made to crease trousers 

without delay or the inconvenience 

of removing from wearer—and,of course, 

no metal or heating element to touch the skin. 
CAN IT BE DONE? 


1933 Written by Ray Gross 
Illustrated by Winter 
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EDITORIAL 


Each and every one of the people responsible for this first issue of NEW YORK 
AFFAIRS, like each of our readers, is a victim of the flood of printed words, there 
is not one of us whose desk, bookshelves, bedside tables, whatever, are not piled 
high with Important, Urgent, Seminal books, magazines, manuscripts, journals we 
have resolved to read, and soon. Why then do we add to the pile, asking you, as 


well as ourselves, to read yet another 60,000-odd Serious words? 
NEW YORK AFFAIRS 
Volume 1 Number 1 Summer 1973 


Probably not since the Egyptian dynasties of a thousand years B.C. has there 
been a periodical devoted to the bald-headed female. 
Hence THE RAZOR’S EDGE. 
Our intention is to document all the myriad aspects of the world of those women 
who are shaved to the scalp. 
THE RAZOR’S EDGE 
Volume 1 Number 1 1977 


The Editors will try to achieve the aim described above by providing a mouth- 
piece for the truly modern artist, who has a contribution to make to the reshaping 
of the aesthetic concept and the awareness of the visual arts. 

The truly modern—i.e., conscious—artist has a double vocation; in the first 
place, to produce the purely plastic work of art, in the second place to prepare the 
public’s mind for this purely plastic art. To serve this end, a periodical of an inti- 


mate character has become necessary. 
Theo van Doesburg 
DE STIJL 
Volume 1 Number 1 1919 


We like our apartment. We enjoy mixing up cocktails and a hors d’oeuvre or 
two, putting a little mood music on the phonograph and inviting a female acquain- 


tance for a quiet discussion on Picasso, Nietzsche, jazz, sex. 
PLAYBOY 
Volume 1 Number 1 October 1953 


Peasants still constitute a large proportion of the world’s population and produce 
a substantial part of its food and raw materials. 
JOURNAL OF PEASANTS STUDIES 
Volume 1 Number October 1973 


Sometimes articles may be conceptualized as toxic or nourishing. Toxic articles 
are those that leave one headachy, depressed, and strained, having felt that a con- 
siderable effort was necessary to complete their reading. Nourishing articles leave a 
person feeling enlightened, mentally better, interested, and provoked. We value and 
encourage the submission of such nourishing writing. 

CRIMINAL JUSTICE AND BEHAVIOR 
Volume 1 Number! March 1974 


We have a good crew, and expect to pick up a few new hands before we make 
another voyage. Applications for duty aboard the USS GOBS & GALS will be 
heartily received, especially from such ratings as Cartoonist 1c, Poet 1c, and Fic- 
tioneer 1c. We do not require any ratings lower than First Class as on this craft we 


hope to have a crew of all First Class and Chiefs. 
GOBS & GALS 
Wit and Humor of the U.S. Navy 
Volume 1 Number 1946 


Manuscripts will be reviewed by an associate editor and consulting editors. Each 
article submitted will be judged for publication on the basis of quality, balance, 
relevancy, significance, validity, accuracy, reliability of statistical data and proce- 
dures, and the article's contribution to advancing professional knowledge. 


JOURNAL OF I RE RE 
Volume 1 Number 1 Winter 
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We are Americans who believe that our civilization exudes a miasmic stench and 
that we had better prepare to give it a decent but rapid burial. 
We are the laughing morticians of the present. 
Alexander King, George Grosz 
and Gilbert Seldes 
AMERICANA 
Volume 1 Number 1 1932 


The question of what will emerge is left open. One functions in an attitude of 
expectancy. As Juan Gris said: “You are lost the instant you know what the result 


will be.” 
POSSIBILITIES “Ап Occasional Review” 
Volume 1 Number 1 Winter 1947/1948 


The DIAL, as its title indicates, will endeavor to occupy a station on which the 
light may fall; which is open to the rising sun; and from which it may correctly re- 


port the progress of the hour and the day. 
THE DIAL 
Volume 1 Number 1 July 1840 


Furthermore we are concerned with authenticity. Bald-headedness among fe- 
males is a real phenomenon. Hence we are unalterably opposed to simulation, 
air-brushing, etc. 


THE RAZOR'S EDGE 
Volume 1 Number I 1977 
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“А book is a postponed suicide." E.M. Cioran, The Trouble with Being Born 
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HOMMAGES POSTHUMES 


As a monstrous miscarriage of justice is on 
the verge of being perpetrated, we refer to the 
conviction of M. Honore Ardisson or his in- 
ternment in an insane asylum, it seems urgent 
to us to disclose those motivations, stronger 
than the law, to which magistrates yield and, 
thereby, in their own way, commit rape. In- 
deed, the lawmakers, in their wisdom, took 
care not to disapprove of the rape of corpses; 
they did not anticipate it in any article of the 
Code, which, as everyone knows, is tanta- 
mount to condoning it. 

In this, as in everything else, the lawmakers 
show themselves to be in accordance with the 
virtuous citizen's conscience, which they only 
record precisely and enter into their books. 
Nevertheless, most taxpayers are accustomed 
to experiencing the rape of a corpse in a 
superficial, though ostentatious, way. When- 
ever an occasion has been presented to them 
to have at their disposition a corpse on a 
bed—wife, husband, mother or child—they 
made a point of placing, according to the con- 
secrated formula, ‘‘a last kiss on the chilled 
forehead of the dead," but one must deplore 
the fact that very few among them have had 
the courage to push their posthumous homage 
any further, however legitimate it might have 
been, for example, in the loss of a husband or 
a wife. 

This sudden callousness and this lack of 
warmth can scarcely be excused as being a 
horror for what no longer lives, a horror 
which was originally only a repugnance for 
dead flesh, a ч 1 
тап animal 5 tu f cook- 
ing food. e, in a 
well? Whatever 
the survivors, conscious of 
upon the dead, endeavor to 
mitigate the nse by offering gifts, flowers, 
and wreaths, adorned with declarations of af- 
fection that will never be acted upon. It is not 
surprising that M. Ardisson, in the course of 
his career as a gravedigger, would have been 
revolted by all the hypocritical inscriptions 
and would have been determined to set an ex- 
ample, that any honest man should already 
have set, by proving his love for the dead 
through more overt expressions. 

The custom of fornicating with the dead has 
always been considered sacred and moral in 
the highest degree. Without calling upon the 
custom of some tribes, who inter the dead 
with their living spouse, let us remark on its 
vestiges in our own current custom of prohi- 
biting a widowed person from remarrying be- 
fore a certain period of time has elapsed. Yet, 
this delay has no significance unless it be de- 
voted to sexual relations beyond the grave. 
Most probably, this period was originally de- 
termined by the time that precedes the decom- 
position of the corpse. The Popes have always 
been much in favor of this posthumous union, 
without even a limit on its duration, as they 
very clearly express by their permanent hos- 
tility regarding divorce, through which the 


რ 


married couple would evade their marital 
duty, in that world as well as in this one, so 
that they could commit adultery. 

Modern science has proved that this severity 
is exaggerated, and that there is no usefulness, 
from a reproductive point of view, in prolong- 
ing sexual relations with corpses for more than 
three days. After this, the male corpse has lost 
its potency. In practice, forensic medicine 
shortens this period even more, and it is with- 
in forty-eight hours that the deceased is ‘‘torn 
from the arms of his loved ones.’’* 

Posthumous copulation being such an excel- 
lent thing, why have the magistrates been led 
to pretend that they consider M. Ardisson as a 
criminal or a madman, thus hindering the 
other honest people who might follow his ex- 
ample. For two reasons: 

1. The rape of corpses is, by some capri- 
cious aberration in the military code, an in- 
stance for exemption from military duty. We 
admit that our own patriotism would be 
troubled by the idea of seeing a few, perhaps 
too many, recruits who would prefer a few 
moments spent in a cemetery to three years in 
the barracks. It would be feared that the in- 
dustrialists who now sell red, white and blue 
ribbons would substitute the more lucrative 
business of fabricating young dead women or 
of procuring dead bodies. And so the military 
authorities were alarmed and brought con- 
cealed pressure to bear on M. Ardisson’s 
judges. 

2. An equally ardent overexcitation did 
manifest itself among marriageable women, 
legitimately jealous. 

This last reason, however, is denied by M. 
Ardisson himself in these words, ‘‘I could not 
get young living girls, so that’s why I had to 
take some dead ones.” We do not believe that 
M. Ardisson expressed himself with his cus- 
tomary veracity here. M. Ardisson’s goal can 
only have been, as originally as well as now, 
TO—in every way—PLEASE THE JUDGE. 
Indeed, if the judge is of the same opinion as 
the Code, as M. Ardisson in his naivete had 
imagined, he must prefer—barring a duplicity 
we dare not suppose—the rape of dead women 
authorized by law to the rape of living ones, 
which is explicitly forbidden unless one has a 
license or a contract. Furthermore, M. Ardis- 
son liked to take home the severed heads of 
the young girls, for, as a writer so admirably 
put it, **love's dessert." It is necessary that the 
young girl be already dead, otherwise he 
would have had to spoil his sweet effusions 
with a prior act of violence. Yes, M. Ardisson 
strives to please the judge in every way, but 
what does the judge want? His demands are 
rather vague and incoherent, and eminently 
prone to unsettle the mind of any honest man, 
including M. Ardisson's. And so, the judge 
will have attained his secretly sought goal— 
the madness and subsequent internment of 
this virtuous citizen. 


Translated by Geoff Robison 


*French idiom similar to “passing away"'— Translators 
note. 
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CORPUS DELECTI 


Alfred Jarry died on All Saints Day, 1907, at the age of 
thirty-four, after having boasted all his life that he was born 
on the Nativity of the Holy Virgin. Roger Shattuck, Jarry’s 
main English language біодгар! would have us believe that 


Jarry actually calculated his own death, pursuing a deliberate 

of self-destruction with alcohol and ether, even predic- 
ting a rately the date it was to occur. Shattuck calls him 
опе of history's extreme cases of "literary mimesis,” and it 
certainly seems reasonable that if he were living his life as lit: 
erature that he should want to put himself in a position to 
write his own ending. The creator of Ubu Roi, Ubu Enchaine 


and Cesar-Antechrist, the so-called "naive" dramatist from 
whom Artaud derived his theories of the theatre, the inventor 
of "Pataphys the ntric enfant terrible of fin-de-siecle 
Paris, enjoyed referring to himself as his character, Pere Ubu, 
king of himself in the third person. But this is 
neither fusion nor confusion of artist and literary text, but 
rather positioning oneself in the seam between the two, all 
the better to exploit them both. By conceiving his death and 
treating his life as literary narrative, he assured the perman- 
of that narrative. It is said that the soothsayer Chalchas 
>d of laughter at the thought of having lived past the pre- 
dicted moment of his death; one pictures Jarry, like Chalchas, 
still laughing, as long as his story continues to be told. Jarry, 
like Poe and M. Ardisson, liked to poke around another seam, 
the seam separating life from death, looking for soft spots. 
"Hommages posthumes” was written in 1901 in response to 
public interest in the case of the gravedigger, Honore 
Ardisson, caught violating cadavers. Clearly, that seam was 
not so distinct for M. Ardisson, for whom a dead woman 
could function as well as a live one. Seizing the deranged 
causality at work in M. Ardisson's replies to the judge, Jarry 
could not resist exposing its similarity to the deranged logic 
oft aw and M. Ardisson's prosecutors. Affecting this same 
logical perspective, Jarry argues his point with a deranged 
syntax, the clumsy mock-legal style of hopelessly buried 
clauses (reflec as well as possible in this translation) that 
lose their antecedents and fall into paradox. M. Ardisson has 
located a seam in the Code, and like Jarry his very presence 
there threatens to disintegrate the social order by subverting 
the texts that support it 
Ordinarily, the law does not exist to be logical, causal or 
even just, but rather to preserve a particular social order at 
the expense of the logical, causal or just. The lucid illogicality 
of M. Ardisson exposes the duplicity of the law and it has no 
choice but to declare him mad. Nevertheless, the judge should 
have realized that the jurisdiction of the Code does not ex- 
tend to the society of the dead. It too fails to perceive the 
seam between life and death. A grave thought, but it should 
be the dead who bring Ardisson to trial. After all, it was their 
heads he cut off. Or perhaps Jarry should have considered 
that it was the corpse, not the corpus juris, who was commit- 
ting the rape. In either case, M. Ardisson will always be the 
victim G.R. 
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MORE / MED. scuzOmnENIC / 


ELECTRIC SNOW 
FALLING SLOWA 


YA KNOW N - @ f OH му Сор 一 
SOMETIMES Т Ро — | T AMA 
FEEL LIKE TWO _ \ 
COMPLETELY DIFFERENT, 


VERTICAL HOLDS 
ALL LET ФОО. 
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FILL THE AIR WITH BURSTS ОЕ ~ . ENOUGH I'LL BE 
Е ABLE TO 
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GIVING ME CATATONIC CONTRAST| 
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my problem, that’s for sure. Of course T 
chose the shittiest one. I remembered 
MANHATTAN and went back there. A big 
blue-tailed fly like me couldn't have landed 
anywhere else. 
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streets to empty their heads, leading empty lives-P 
or actually its life that leads THEM, leads them bu À 
the nose-one of those who keep on walking, š 
keep on wondering where theu're going, never find 
Ñ out, and always end up walking into crowded, well- 
bars. 


As I said before, the weight of 
indecision falle on my head every 
morning and drips down inside. 
Inertia is going to get the best 
of me again today. Im going to 
give up and sink deeper into 
my own shit say цев when T 
mean no, and think: “Fuck off, 
beat it, I wish you'd disappear, 
but come on, I'll buy youa 
drink.” 
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C 1980 Jacques Tardi Translation © 1980 а. spiegelman & f. тошу Lettering Бу John Workman 
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talent წ My enthusiasms are short-lived, 1 know that—atter wards 
for ina f өзі ден have any E И | un —W Bite worse than before—so I squelch them. Under these 


A I mean live well" I dont have any დეფ : conditions you can see why #5 hard to get up in the 
per for life... Everything bores me. 
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3 All right, I know Im laying it on too 


thick.... But don't think Im doing it for Ft 
kicke. It was cao esa for ue to get 
to know each other. 


m this was em = say that it wa 
|| natural that, sooner or later, Id feel like 
г. drifting around MANHATTAN again. 
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I didn't think I was capable of it. For а long time I 
= | refused to Бе that acNenturoue, but eventually I did 
ust like that one morning. The radio was re it... IL didn't make me happy for long-I regretted it 
porting the usual snarled-up traffic jams on the Paris 


ft hit me j 


right away; but I didn't dare to return the ticket. 
loop... + made me sad and the extraordinarily daring 


ril When the plane landed at Kennedy, І was still 
idea of buying a plane ticket struck me in the gut: [wondering why I had done it 
ი „>> 
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The cab let me off at the foot of 
the Flatiron building and I went 
up Broadway toward Times Square... 
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roaches. Filthy sheets E 
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I found myself in Expensive hotel room. Rotten. Cock 
f 42nd Street The TV was on, 


the corridors of with pubic hair. Right of 


the Paramount drowned out by the whirr of the air-conditioner. 


іше: 1 
A steady screeching outside. Cops, \ БІЛЕГІ : 
ambulances, firemen. How many corpses / ს | Ie ea ы d MERCA, 
же be- ST пе morgue Tomorrow В i mother-land which T didnt give a 
shit about: I was in AMERICA, home 


But its all ‘cool”as they 
say, its no big deal, its 
A-OK. And І must say I 
reallu get off on Ameri- 
can flicks. I eped 
Open მ MILLER igh Life, 
the champagne of bottled 
beers. I had a fever of 
at least 102. Ir was luke- 
warm, ће dog-piss of 
bottled beers. Yes, it 
Was good, it was beau- 
( tiful, I was in the 
movies, I was inthe USA! 
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I settled into the sack with all mu clothes on and wondered what the hell I 
was doing here... The ceiling was а brownish piss-stained yellow and I was 
cold. I told myself Id go to the parking lot at 49% and 9th tomorrow. 


I liked the idea. 


I relieved myself in 

the crapper. Life 

left a rotten taste in 

my mouth. You may 

find all this veru SPE 
edifying, but I was DU 
woke up at Ам, the MILLER High already well beyond 


me feel like puking. giving a damn one 
Res way or another 


Outside, the night was its usual quiet self. In my head, I mixed-up 
MARATHON MAN, MIDNIGHT COWBOY, FINGERS, MEAN STREETS, and 
TAXI DRIVER. Then I fell asleep, quieted down by the firm conviction that 
| 250566656 had infinitely more talent than LAUTNER. 
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The next day, I was up bright and early because of the jet- 
lag. I treated myself to a Double Whopper. Then I walked up 


the three blocks that separated me from 49“ to check out | À 
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ШЕП I 
„.. Thats how it looked to me now. But а 
few years ago I dreamed up a whole 
crock of shit about this place which 
held me spellbound. І had the idea of l 
writing something about it—Well, some- 
times one can be a real asshole. 


П 

haunted, damned, inhabited by demonic beings, vile re- 
incarnations of the souls of its past inhabitants. And 
that would explain why it hadn't been demolished-the 
guys who owned the lot were scared stiff. I still 
had imagination in those days, stupid asshole. I 
was really a stupid asshole... Anyway, I took the 
subway up to 125% since I had a date with Ben. 


Е was the building at 
one corner of the lot 


一 — =) fm 
ТІС) тре 


the breeze for а few 
minutes. He slipped me 
the package. 
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I you haven't caught on III [PIZZA | 
state more precisely the two | T T Я 
reasons why I hate humanity: ШІ 26 
Firet, I loathe the vain pink little BEW /-) 
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I unwrapped the package that 
I lugged down from Harlem. + 
was black. It was shiny. It was 
heavy and terribly dangerous. 
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I left an envelope filled with shit for the cop who would take care of all 

this. A steady screeching outside. Cops, ambulances, firemen. How man 
corpses would there be at the morgue tomorrow? I remembered CITY OF THE 
DEAD by Herbert Lieberman опе last time and everything fell irto place. Curtain. 
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IF YOU'RE DOWN AND OUT COME ON OVER AND ALL YOUR LONELINESS 
AND YOU FEEL REAL HURT TO THE PLACE WHERE | LIVE I'LL TRY TO SOOTHE 
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YOU MIGHT RUN ACROSS 
SOME OF YOUR OLD FRIENDS 


| GOT NO BIG NAME 
AND I AIN'T NO BIG STAR 
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{PLAY THE BLUES FOR YOU ALLYOUR LONELINESS I TRY TO SOOTHE 
ON MY GUITAR l'LLPLAY THE BLUES FOR YOU 
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“When I have not zee red, I use zee blue.” Robert Rauschenberg 
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TWO-FISTED PAINTERS, ©1980 art spiegelman. All rights reserved. 
Colored with the Fluorographic Fake Color System. 
Separations by C. Nelson, F. Mouly and a. spiegelman. 
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GOING TO HAVE To WORK TOGETHER. 
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But MY MISSION HERE 
1$ VIRTUALLY ACCOM- 
PLISHED. IT'S TOO LATE 
FOR YOU TO INTERFERE. 
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IT HAD JUST BEGUN ТО 


IT WAS UNDER THESE 
DRIZZLE, HIS STEPS WERE 


CONDITIONS THAT WE MET 
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THE ENCOUNTER WAS NOT A 
VERY EVENTFUL ONE. WE WERE BOTH IN A 
HURRY AND WALKING IN OPPOSITE DIRECTIONS. 


TURNED 
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UNTIL HE DISAPPEARED AS HE WALKED HE TURNED, | TURNED AGAIN, AND AS HE HESITATED А | HE DISAPPEARED. 
AROUND A CORNER. SAW ME, WAVED HIS ARM, | CONTINUED, ROUNDED THE |MOMENT BEFORE 
CORNER, 


CONTINUED, 


1 THOUGHT OF THE RAIN AND WONDERED WHAT. 


HITTING HIS EYEGLASSES IMPRESSION | HAD LEFT | 
WITH HIM. 


from a text by James Barth 
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Nighttime. I walked outside апа а 
man was standing in front of a 
door holding a pot. It appeared 
to have nothing in it. The idea of 
a man holding a pot is benign. 
The fact though of seeing a man 
holding an empty pot while 
standing on a dark street scared 
the hell out of me. I crossed to 
the other side of the street so as 
not to get hit on the head. It 
struck me that protecting my 
head was inane since it gives me 
so much trouble. 


I got a quart of milk and 
returned home, intending 
tentatively to take my regular 
route, if the madman with the 
pot had disappeared. He had not 
disappeared; he was still standing 
there with that empty pot and I 
walked several blocks out of my 
way to avoid him, walking past 
the Italian Boys Social Club, inci- 
pient Mafia lieutenants, to whom 
I was used, wondering if the pre- 
sence of such a man anywhere 
else would have caused alarm. 
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57th Street, three їп the 
afternoon, on a hot summer’s 
day. How little flesh one sees all 
year round and suddenly summer 
and arms and legs flash in differ- 
ent colors and attempts at color. 
Between 6th and 7th Aves. a 
young man with stringy hair 
walked toward me. He wore a 
white shirt with its long sleeves 
rolled up; a book bag hung in a 
V down the front of him. As he 
got closer to me, NY summers 
are intimate, he lifted his book 
bag revealing his stiff pink cock 
which he held in his hand. He got 
that look in his eye when he 
caught my eye; I stopped and 


turned to watch him. I saw him 
spot his next female and he was 
about to lift his book bag again 
when a young woman called his 
name. A friend at a time like this. 
He was able to hold down his 
cock with the bag and manage a 
few polite words before she 
moved on. Some people aren’t 
paranoid enough I thought. 
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The film shows at the Museum of 
Modern Art attract a strange 
audience. Very old people who 
come to all the shows tend to talk 
throughout the experimental 
work or leave. People drift in and 
out. The serious remain. Very big 
audiences become small ones. It’s 
a hard crowd to figure. 


One night I was there, before the 
start of a film, a young man 
leaped onto the stage and an- 
nounced that he was an 
unemployed actor looking for a 
role in a film. He pointed to his 
seat and urged anyone interested 
to contact him then and there. 


Smiling he leaped from the stage 
and the audience applauded. 


We became a more relaxed crowd 
and I remarked casually to the 
old lady beside me “NY is such a 
crazy place.” 


Her answer was less casual. She 
replied: “Yes, that's because of 
the Galiciani. The Litvaks are not 
funny." She paused and contin- 
ued: “The English are Jews. 
Gaelic is Hebrew but no one 
knew this until Pittman invented 
shorthand and then without the 
vowels it was clear that Gaelic 
and Hebrew were the same. The 
English are Jews.’’ Her hand 
waved in front of her and she 
said: “Му daughter wrote the 
best art book ever written. It’s a- 
cross the street (the Donnell Li- 
brary). My husband invented 
radar. All the books are across 
the street." I consider this and 
the lights dim. 


by Lynne Tillman 
from “LANGUAGE 
PROBLEMS" 
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The Andy Griffith Show. SCRIPT BY JOSH ALAN FRIEDMAN. ART BY DREW FRIEDMAN. © 1980 
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HE SEES HE'S LOW ON GAS... 
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ფლ = 


ERR...ILL | 
BE RIGHT 


THE SHERIFF DELIVERS A MAYBERRY WELCOME TO 
THE STRANGER . 
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1 DINT YOU HEARME 
1 BOY? AH SAID.GET 
OUT DAT GOD- 
DAMN CAR! 


A SPEEDY TRIAL WAS HELD AT THE GAS STATION. THE 
DECISION WAS UNANIMOUS... 
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ONE PANEL FROM ‘THE BASIS OF MAKE-UP” 


Peaceful gathering in front of hedge and silver fir at the newly planned stone-bed, 1955. My 
grandpa and me, just back from the inaugural ceremony for the rebuilt bridge across the 
river Weser. He called me ‘Qualgeist’ (‘torment-ghost’, nuisance, pest, plague) whenever I 
tried to caress his smooth, bald head. The former bridge probably had been blown up by his 
friends in the last days of the war to prevent the English soldiers from capturing our village. 
The new one, later, around 1967, served as a shooting location for the film HOW I WON 
THE WAR, and one actor in it, dressed like a German soldier, carried a huge and framed 
reproduction of a Picasso рай across it, so queer. My grandpa told me about an iron 
curtain straight through the middle of Germany. I pictured its steel construction in the style 
of the Weserbridge but wondered where it could hang from in the sky. On the other hand it 
most likely reached very deep into the ground. EV — Eiserner Vorhang (Iron Curtain) = 
e. V. =eingeschriebener Verein (non-profit society) = ev. = evangelisch (to be of Protestant 
religion). 2 is a number a schoolmistress very often wrote into the right corner of my draw- 
ings—it means: good. (Scale: 1 = very good, 2= good, 3 = satisfactory, 4 = sufficient, 5 = 
faulty, 6 — insufficient). 4 was the number of the house I lived in on the street Am Bahn- 
(At the railroad embankment). In the satchel seen on my back were the following six 
DIE AMERIKANISCHE KUSTE (The American Coast) with steamship 
‘Bremen’. Big quarrel about the sharkfin with my sister. She insisted on the impossibility of 
sharks before the American shore. I in turn stated I had seen such a fin in an illustration 
showing Manhattan in the Bertelsmann Volkslexikon (a *People's Dictionary', my one and 
only book). Despite weeklong searches I could not find the illustration again in that infinite 
book. I loved everything from ‘Amerika’ especially the CARE-parcels. I thought they were 
sent by a distant cousin who in my imagination worked as a house detective at the New 
York branch of Woolworth's. The most enchanting parcel was filled with one package of 
Maxwell House coffee and nothing else but 22 broad and bright silken ties which probably 
had been worn by my cousin on duty. The grown-ups preferred something to eat. The ცი“ 
yhow, were too indecent to wear. So, my grandma cooked that thickish, sweet, 


soup made out of bread leftovers, in whose memory I placed a br 
drawing? KINDERGARTEN, one wish, a playground on a meadow, and theTesult 
guarded children behind a tremendous gate; DEUTSCHLAND, SOWJETUNI 
ENGLAND, three different tank models from three competing nations. The ‘om the 
Soviet Union naturally had the most progressive design; GERMANY a Castle constrained 


with jagged wall, outside the gates: Nothing. 


©1980 Heinz Emigholz 
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WHITEWAY 
SUPERMARKET 


1f Randall's suggests modernity, California, 
suburbs, the automobile, systematic anxiety 
alleviation and loneliness, Whiteway is its po- 
lar antagonist: pre-50's, urban, brown-baggish 
and in constant recognition of the limitations 
of technology. 

However far Randall's acceptance of credit 
cards has thrust it into the future, Whiteway's 
lack of a parking lot has thrown it further back 
into the past. I had my doubts as to whether a 
store without a parking lot should even be in- 
cluded in the study. If the parking lot is only a 
connotation of supermarket, one has the feel- 
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RANDALL'S 


The Sycamore Street Mall or The Mall, as it 
is commonly known, is lowa City's closest 
approximation to a state-of-the-art America- 
burb shopping center. The enclosed, climate- 
controlled consumer facility is lined with 
plastic trees, stylized benches and the low- 
decibel strains of Muzak along its ersatz 
“street.” Randall's, though not a part of the 
actual Mall structure, is tied to it by common 
parking space. The store sits at the edge of a 
sea .of automobiles. Though the complex is 
served by half-hourly daytime bus servii 
there can be no mistaking the prominence of 
the automobile in the shopper's experience. 
The ease of parking—the sheer quantity of 
spaces—stand in arrogant relief against the 
lack of designated pedestrian walking areas. 


ing that it has been steadily moving toward 
denotation over the years. Yet Whiteway calls 
itself a supermarket on its red and white non- 
electric sign (interestingly, the word does not 
appear in the mammoth cosmos of Randall's) 
and this alone seems worth investigating. 

Located in the traditional commercial, civic 
and social hub of Iowa City, but a block from 
the confluence of all of the area's mass transit 
lines, Whiteway is Iowa City's only downtown 
food retailer. The closest parking space is at 
least one block away and costs money. 

The shopper passes through the manually- 
operated entrance door as a pedestrian who is 
reminded of the middle state of the human 
condition. The whole can be encompassed in a 
single glance of the eye. The shopping carts, by 
comparison to any of the others in this survey, 
are Lilliputian. They alone preclude the 
implicit invitation of a Randall's or a Hy-Vee 


Randall's is very much the supermarket of 
tomorrow today. Features such as electric 
doors, climate control and curbside pick-up 
service became de rigueur for American super- 
markets years ago and Randall's of course has 
them. However, as one enters this fluorescent 
airplane hangar, one finds increasing evidence 
of a gestalt which points the store toward the 
avant-garde of supermarketing: 

One learns that the store is **Open 24 Hours 
A Day, 7 Days A Week.” 

Andsthen there is the morphemic thrust of 
the orange and gold Mastercharge sign. 
Randall's is the only supermarket in Iowa City 
that accepts credit cards, as well as being the 
only one that does not close. The credit card, I 
think, is a particularly salient image builder. 
One can't help but wonder, **Why don't the 
others have И?” There is a vision or belief 
abroad that areas where credit cards are not 
now acceptable will one day fall inevitably into 


or an Eagle to be footloose and fancy-free; to 
buy family-size treasure chests of Tide or semi- 
annual supplies of kitty litter or Coca-Cola by 
the station wagon. Indeed the very shelves 
themselves are small and selection is limited in 
terms of both size and brand. The store does 
not even offer a ‘‘house’’ brand. 

And yet the shopper who seeks one pound 
of hamburger will get, as far as the 
competence of human measurement and the 
weight, perhaps, or an errant thumb will 
allow, precisely that. There are no long, groin- 
high open-top refrigerated displays packed 
with plastically sealed styrofoam trays of pre- 
cut, pre-measured meats here. There is instead 
an old porcelain and glass delicatessen case 
with a few cuts of beef, pork and poultry that 
announce their ransoms on little wire-pronged 
price markers unsanitarily stabbed right into 
the food. The ground pork sausage has been 


“turban residential neighborhood, diagonally 


` and ad infinitum—reflect the well publicized 


THE EAGLE 
FOOD CENTER 


Eagle is the supermarket that one could ima- 
gine Donna Reed shopping in. Located at the 
singularly busy intersection of a pastoral sub- 


opposite a red brick school, this neat, under- 
stated store points to updated Victorian 
bourgeois order. The parking lot is not 
immense, but comfortably ample. The electric 
doors are close enough to the tree-lined side- 
walk so that the pedestrian need not feel him- 
self an interloper. Along with Hy-Vee, Eagle 
forms a balanced center of contemporaneity to 
the historical tensions of Randall’s and The 
Whiteway. The store is very much a func- 
tioning cog in the machine of its neighbor- 
hood. Modernity is achieved by the fluorescent 
lighting of the long baby-blue pastel interior 
walls and the mammoth refrigerated displays, 
but stops short of the bold-faced ostentation 
of Randall's. There are no credit cards 
accepted here nor is there a clothing 
department, but there is a magazine rack in 
front of which neighborhood boys thumb 
through the pages of hot rod magazines. 
Whereas Randall's seems full of married 
couples and even entire families on nuclear 
outings, the lone housewife (in the company 
perhaps of a single young child) dominates the 
aisles here. Eagle is a large store with a large 
selection of items and yet it retains a slow- 
paced neighborhoodsy quality. The rather ex- 
tensive stocks of diet foods—saccharin-based 
jellies and malted mixes, sugar-free candies 
and unsweetened applesauces, tuna fish 
packed in spring water, imitation mayonnaise 


concerns of neurotic affluence. The low ceil- 
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line. The **obsolescence'' of cash has already 
begun to become the butt of common jokes 
(“You guys still accept cash, don't you? Heh, 
heh, Ней.) and that one day groceries should 
be bought by credit card has the ring of 
likelihood. Randall’s is already there. 

Even the Randall's shopping cart sets it 
apart and into the future. Instead of the 
traditional trapezoidal basket on wheels that 
one may well have pushed around during the 
1950's, Randall's offers a neater, trimmer 
model which consists of a high, flat-surfaced 
rectangular area which eliminates the need to 
bend over when placing items therein. 

Wheeling a cart down the relatively spacious 
aisles of the store, one has the feeling of being 
on a visit to The Museum of Modern 
Packaging. The relentless fluorescent light 
which lends a sickly green hue to the flesh 
tones of the workers and shoppers serves to 
highlight the bright primary colors and pastels 


sculpted into the shape of a pig, with two black 
olives culled from the relish section for eyes. 
This is the exhibition of an art I have otherwise 
seen only practiced by certain catering estab- 
lishments in New York. They, of course, do 
not work in pork and are known for their 
pes liver roosters with radish combs. 
-service Meats,” a pink neon sign on the 
rear wall of the store, refers only to packaged 
cold-cuts of the Oscar Mayer variety. In terms 
of butcher items, self-service is not only dis- 
couraged, it is forbidden. If you want meat or 
chicken, you must ask the middle-aged butcher 
who wears a white frock apron and a plastic 
yellow hard-hat, Or, if he is occupied behind 
the dungeon-like door of the deep-freeze, you 
may ask another, younger, man who appears 
to be his apprentice (oh, medieval Whiteway!). 
The store does not offer music, unless the 
produce man turns on his transistor radio. 


ing, those pastel walls and the highly stacked 
straight line aisles form almost grotto-like 
gauntlets down which the shopper passes. The 
store never seemed particularly crowded on my 
visits, perhaps because of the casual staggered 
use its location invites. There is almost a sense 
of privacy in shopping at Eagle which is 
different from the lonely-in-a-crowd quality of 
Randall's. There's more a sense of “just you 
and the food.” 

Eagle reminds me of the Oldsmobile, a 
large, respectable family car which, though no 
Cadillac, is no source of shame for a middle- 
class burgher's driveway. The meat section is 
unexciting, solidly packed with steaks and 
chops of ascending qualities, but not a lobster- 
tail in sight. It is a self-service operation, yet 
the service button is somewhat prominently 
displayed and, given the less than furious ac- 
tivity of the market, not all that forbidding to 
use. (I almost used it once.) 

1 think the middle classes, including much of 
the haute bourgeoisie, have accepted Eagle and 
stores like it as their primary food source. I 
would speculate that the owners of the occa- 
sional Lincolns and Volvo 164's that sit in the 
Eagle parking lot are not receiving a level of 
service that their class counterparts of the 19th 
century were enjoying. There is, for example, 
no delicatessen counter whatsoever in the 
store. The shopper in search of Swiss cheese 
must accept the pre-measured, individually 
wrapped slices of large corporations such as 
Kraft and Borden. Furthermore, the flavor of 
the cheese—its Swiss cheeseness—is deter- 
mined by the quality control divisions of these 
corporations. The aging process on the shelf 
has been reduced and transmuted to the abso- 
lute threshold of a too-rotten-to-sell date 
stamped on the plastic package. Salamis come 
in tough little plastic casings. You cannot ask 
for an “епа” or a “пий е” piece. 


of the endless array of cans, bags, cardboard 
boxes, jars, bottles and plastic tubs that line 
the fourteen aisles of shelves, bins, displays 
and refrigerated compartments. 

The meat-fish-poultry section lies along the 
rear width of the store and features a number 
of items (such as lobsters and kosher hot dogs) 
which are difficult to find in other area stores. 
Even such a mundane product as hamburger is 
available in four grades, descending across the 
counter from fecund reds to blotchy pink- 
whites, 

The baked goods section, in addition to the 
typical multi-colored, balloon-shaped plastic 
bags of white bread, contains an actual 
bakery, offering the shopper the choice of a 
homebaked touch or at least a touch of home- 
bakedness in cookies, pastries and breads. 

The shopper must begin any sys 
sweep of the store from the cart pic! 
The initial aisles consist solely of “һагФ” food 


Whiteway offers little in the way of exotic or 
diet foods and virtually nothing in the way of 
non-kitchen products; not even a magazine 
rack. It is not ‘‘one-stop’’ shopping. The 
consumer can get only food there. 

The arrangement of the aisles is somewhat 
makeshift, with the beverage section zanily 
split into two parts at what are, in functional 
effect, opposite ends of the store. Yet some of 
the same basic ideas which characterize 
Randall’s, Hy-Vee and Eagle pertain. Dairy, 
meat, produce and the check-out area line the 
four sides of the space’s perimeter. Yet the 
close quarters of the space tend to breed a 
form of recognition with workers and other 
shoppers that can quite often accelerate into 
familiarity. There is the rubbing of elbows and 
the asking of questions and comparison of 
views. In the small, tightly packed space, one 
can discern the conversation of others; picking 


HY-VEE 
FOOD STORE 


If one could expect to meet Donna Reed in 
the Eagle, one would not be surprised to find 
Laverne or Shirley in the Hy-Vee. The 
ambience is decidedly more proletarian, Like 
Eagle, the store is set neither in a shopping 
center nor downtown, but in a neighborhood 
with its own private parking lot. Yet the streets 
of this neighborhood are not quite so tree-lined 
or pastoral. In close proximity one finds light 
industry and railroad tracks. 

The architecture of the store suggests a 
vision of the suburban Californian culture 
emergent during the immediate post-World 
War II years. The front of the store faces the 
parking lot instead of the extremely busy street 
intersectionat which it sits and this puts it 
firmly in the automobile era. The front is brick 
with ersatz-stücco: rock pants а а. large win- 


The American word “supermarket” first appeared in Web- 
sters Unabridged New International Dictionary in 1956. The 
term, however, had actually come into significant use during 
the 1920's to describe the large food retailers that were re- 
placing the small general stores of the American Far West as 
the region grew. The futuristic prefix “super” (above; over 
beyond; that which surpasses) was attached to the quainter 
“market,” thus announcing a modern, up-to-date shopping 


facility for this recently settled area. The supermarket soon 
marched East and in less than sixty years has come to totally 


items. But after about four or five aisles, the 
edibles begin to give way to soaps, powders 
and paper products. After a time small 
household utensils and gadgets begin to 
appear: pizza cutters, apple corers, pots and 
pans, and ashtrays which begin to escalate into 
Presto Hot-Doggers, Mr. Coffees and electric 
can-openers. Thus far we have remained in the 
kitchen. But now whole new sectors of 
domestic need are appealed to: an auto section 
offers motor oils, anti-freezes, ice-scrapers and 
the like. Toys range from 69¢ plastic magic 
tricks to $25 plastic dolls. A selection of 
underwear, socks, hats, sneakers and scarves 
suggests the embryo of a clothing department. 
Bibliographic inventories include magazines of 
all kinds, from the popular newsweeklies 
through the hobby cults to the milder 
sexploitation glossies; paperback best-sellers; 
children’s books; a display of comic books, 
ranging from Spiderman to Christian 


up tips on the quality of lettuces or the ripeness, 
of cantaloupes from wizened homemakers: 
who appear to know. 

Of course there is a sense here, even as one 
squeezes the unpackaged tomatoes, of doom. 
Prices are high. Selection is narrow. The 
design of the store did not foresee it as a Fey 
placement for small neighborhood institutions: 


such as bakeries and produce stands and cany“ 


not now accommodate adequately all the fuñe- 
tions which the modern-day supermarket has 


subsumed. If the charms of the Whiteway аге, 


perhaps largely unappreciated by many of its 
customers, this is understandable. No doubt a 
large segment of the clientele—students and 
the elderly are much in evidence—are pretty 
well “trapped” at Whiteway by transportation 


problems. It is paradoxical that these two -= 


fixed-income groups must shop at a relatively 
high-priced supermarket. 


dows plastered with sale prices. But the most 
striking feature is a carport which extends the 
length of the store's frontage and is formed by 
a series of aquamarine stanchions supporting a 
flat roof. The store’s sign is done in the same 
motif. It consists of two aquamarine poles and 
a sweeping white triangular form supporting a 
white square with the store’s name imprinted 
in red letters. 

The store is furiously loud at approximately 
5 Р.М.; much messier than any of the other 
stores and very crowded. Signs, advertisements 
and promotional messages of various kinds are 
everywhere. “Welcome to Hy-Vee Home of 
the Helpful Smile in Every Aisle” a grand 
banner hung over the premier aisle announces. 
Another giant sign says, “Ге з Go То The 
Races," and offers tickets to a weekly televised 
horseracing lottery which the store runs. The 
names of last week's winners and the amounts 
of their prizes (which range from $2 to $1000) 
are prominently displayed. “Win Up To 
81000” another banner urges. There are towels 
available at reduced prizes for shoppers who 


dominate the American food retailing system. Though 
"brown bagging" (that is buying meat from a butcher shop, 
bread from a bakery, etc.) is still possible in some of Amer- 
ica's largest cities, it has become a prohibitively expensive 
privilege of the urban rich and not possible at all in most 
areas of the U.S. lowa City, lowa, is a Midwestern town 
(population 50,000) located 60 miles west of the Mississippi 
River, just south of Interstate 80. Unless you can feed your- 
self off of your own farm or survive on fast food, there are no 
alternatives to supermarket dependency. These are the 


^. m 


choices confronting those who eat: 


inspirational titles. 

This supermarket therefore is not so much the 
1920's “large food store” as it is a domestic 
needs department store. It would be possible 
for many American families to be locked in the 
store for the rest of their lives and still manage 
to die of natural causes without any great 
change in life-style. It is as if anything one 
could not find at Randall's is somehow 
“special” or **extra.'* 

The check-out system at Randall's does not 
feature the electric conveyor belt. One might 
be shocked by this seeming chink in the armor 
of modernity until one realizes that this check- 
out system is an energy-conscious component 
system. The special construction of the cart 
allows it to be rolled right up to the check-out 
person's fingertips, eliminating the need for 
the shopper to bend over into the cart to 
unpack it. > 
= The shopping experience. at Randall's is а 


buy a certain size box of detergent. The 
shopping bags carry the schedules of Univer- 
sity of Iowa sports teams imprinted in gold 
and black, the school colors, on the brown 
bags. There is the hyperactive hard-sell atmos- 
phere of bread and circuses. 

Like Randall’s, Hy-Vee has its own bakery. 
The offerings are mostly simple, cheap, 
heavily iced cakes and cupcakes. In the realm 
of the bizarre, one finds a display of Ken-and- 
Barbie-like wedding cake tops in the bakery. 

Many items are offered in what seem to be 
extraordinary institutional sizes. Mustard for 
a decade. Mayonnaise for eternity. There are 
bins of reduced-price day-old baked goods and 


wagon-loads of smashed tin cans with drastic- 
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lonely and alienated one. The store includes a 
cafeteria whose bill of fare ranges from a cup 
of coffee to a complete meal. А designated 
area—a pit stop—is required for rest or light 
social interaction amid the intense, serious 
shopping. There are so many workers un- 
packing boxes and stamping prices onto 
items that there is no surety of speaking to a 
“produce тап” or a “dairy man” if a ques- 
tion should arise. The butcher can only be 
contacted by a special bell and the shopper 
seeking one pound of hamburger is encour- 
aged to accept 1.09 or .98 pounds, lest he 
“rock the Боа.” The deli counter is quite lim- 
ited and all that is offered is on display, elim- 
inating any questions about unseen items. 
Randall’s is a place to cut the gab and get into 
some heavy shopping. It is clean, bright and 
neat. There is nothing to worry about in it. It is 
a place to forget about personal anxieties and 
buy. 


ally reduced pfieës handwriuen-in black magic 
matkér on them. There are giant toy trucks for 
sale; with “Hy-Vee” written on them; 

The meat section, interestingly, has a token 
meat-packing machine in full view of the shop- 
pers. One can watch workers load styrofeam 
trays of hamburger into it and see the auto- 
mated wrapping, weighing, pricing and 
stamping of the consumption units. When the 
machine is in operation, it often attracts its 
share of spectators. 

Is this the peasant market of modern Amer- 
ica? 

There is a certain rawness to the store, even 
amid its rah-rah gimmickry that is exciting and 
attractive, if exhausting. 


The supermarkets of Iowa City are variations on a theme, standardization; the same theme that 
gives the town the same Big Mac that one can get in New York, Los Angeles or even Amsterdam, but 
not a dish of chicken Kiev worth sneezing at. 

My personal strategy for dealing with this esthetic crisis in the food-gathering place is to strive for a 
phenomenological stance. It is of utmost importance for a shopper in a supermarket to protect 
himself from being manipulated by the various devices urging him to purchase. He must protect his 
cart from the flashy can and seek the economical one. He must avoid the unneeded item “ОМ 
SALE”. He must remember about the bone when considering the weight of the steak, etc., etc. In 
order to do this, many shoppers go into a kind of defensive trance in which they manage to block out 
all tangential and irrelevant stimuli in order to go from desired item to desired item without being 
sidetracked. While this method is effective for many, its continuous use strikes me as unhealthy. It is 
a system patently based on fear and mistrust of self. It is an intimate acceptance of authoritarian sub- 
jection. Instead of locking the mind out of the supermarket, | think it is advantageous to bring the 
mind to it. This can be accomplished by adopting the premise that there are no accidents in the 
supermarket; that one is dealing with the work of an intelligence active in every sensory input which 
the environment supplies. This is effective in helping one resist manipulation because it increases 
environmental awareness, It does this however not through the passive blocking of stimuli but 
through an active thrust of imagination and personality. Of course the line between considering 
“intuitive essences of intentional character” and paranoia can sometimes be thin. Is Hy-Vee, “Home 
Of The Helpful Smile in Every Aisle’’, also the home of frustrated Mafiosos running crooked lot- 
teries? Why does Randall’s stay open twenty-four hours a day in a small town that pretty much closes 
up by midnight on a weekday? 

There are some who would argue that considering recent history, paranoia is a form of strength. 
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AND... IT'S BORING TO 
ALWAYS FEEL THAT WAY. 
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Le 1 LIKE BEING USEFUL.. 
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WHY DON'T YOU WORK ON 
SOMETHING OF YOUR OWN? 
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IM GONNA BE AN ARTIST. 50... NOW WHAT AM | GONNA 00? 
JUST LIKE EVERYBODY ELSES ი 
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SOUNDS соор, 
GO AHEAD... 
< 4 
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KOCK A DIME 


HE'S GOT NOTHIN? 
AN HE'S AFRAID OF 
LEONE _ 


Gs: 


UNS 


© 1980 George Griffin 


| 


& | Cas RIRIS”: Fermin and Piker) 


